The mofi lamemahle Tragedy 
Mer. If love beblind, Jove cannot hit the marke : r ’ , > 
KovwillhefitunderaMedlartree, _ ; 

Andvviflihis miftreffe were that kinde of frnit, 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that ihe v^efe,, Q that Jbe were ,, ^ , 

An open and catcra, and thou ^ poperin peace. 

Romeo good night, Tie to rhy Tcuccle-bed, 

^ This field-bed is too cold/or me to fleep: 

Come,{hall wegoe? _ . . , . . 

Ben. G oe then , for ’tis in vainc to leeke mm here, 
Thatmeancs not tobe found* Exeune. 

He jefts at fcarres that never felt a wound: 

But loft, what light through yonder window breaks ? ':• 

ItistheEaft,and J«//>tischeSunnc: 

Arile fairefiinne, and kill cheenvious moonc, .vr.L- 

Who is already fickcMpa^ With gdefc, 

That thou her maide art farre more faire than Ihe I - ^'iG 

Be not her maide fince (he is envious, ,■ , . , ,Lnn''y 

Her veftall livery isbut%kc and greene, . a? , ’ 

AndnonebutfoolesdoeweareitjCaft.icoffii), : . 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that fhe knew fhe wcrc'», 

She fpeakes, yet (he fayes nothing; what of that? ^ r 
Hereyedifcourles,IwiUanlwereit : - ^ 

Iaratoobold>’tis nottome(hefpeakes4 .^ ■ 

Two of the faired darres in al hthe heaven j ; i e ; 

Having (bme bufinede, doe^ entreat her eyes : 

To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne; 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle of her cheeke would fhame thofe dare, 

As day-light doth a lampe ; her eye inheaven, ; « 

Wouldthrough the ayrie region dreamefo bright, • 

That birds would fing, and tninke it were not night. 

See how (lie leanes her cheeke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke, 

Jul. Ay me. 

*< Rom, Shc^cakes. 


Oh 


§f Romeo and Juliet.' 

.OhfpeakeagainebrightAngeIi;,forthouart 
As elorious to this night being o re my head. 

As IS a winged meflfenger of heaven 
Untothe white up-turned wondnngeyes 
Ofinortals that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When hebedrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And fades upon the bofomeofthcAire. 

JhL O wherefore art tbou^ww f 

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: 

Or if thou wilt not, be but Iworne my love. 

And He no longer be a 

Shall I heare more ? or fhall I fpeake at this ? 
y»/.Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfc, though not a Momtagtte, 

What’s Mount ague f it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be Ibme other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name ? That which we call a Rofe, 

Byany other word would Imellasfweet: 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, 

Rctaine that deare perfe<dion which he owes. 

Without that tide : Romeo d’off thy name. 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my lelfe. 

Rom. Itake thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and ’He be new baptiz’d, • 
Hencc-forth I never will be Rgmee. 

7«/.What man art thou, that thusbefareen’d in night 
So Humbled on my counfell ? 

.By a name,I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name deare Saint is hateful] to my felfc, 

Becaufeit is an enemy to thee : 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

eares have yet not drunke a hundred word? 
Or thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

^ not Romeo, znd&Mountague? 

%om. Neither fairc maide, if either thee diflike. 




